
^J.INEXT. SUN PAY.AND ADVERTISER. ^XT fvfoRolJTsuppLEMENT

NO. 5,367. Copyright, 18D7, by W. R. Hearst..NEW YORK, TUESDAY, JULY 27, 1897..14 PAGES. PRICE ONE CENT InaGnrde^eycit^^ixwo^ce"ts.

ALICE BARRETT
WIS MURDERED.

So Thinks the Man Who
Was Once En?a?ed to

O O |

Marry Her.
LIGHTNING DID NOT KILL, j
Fire Chief Finds Evidence ofj
a Fire Having Been Set in

the Boston Office.

CASH BOOK AS KINDLING.

Former Lover Says She Was of
Good Character and Never

Spoke of Suicide.

HER ACCOUNTS WERE STRAIGHT.

Proof That She Had Bought a Revolver,Claiming That She Was
Going to Use It in Target

Practice.

Boston, Mass., July 26..The death of
'Alice Barrett, bookkeeper for Codman &
Oodman, brokers, No. 4 Kllby street, is
still a mystery. She -yeas not killed by the
flash of lightning which struck the build-
Ing.that much has been proved. W. L.
Codman, senior member of the firm, said
to-night: "I do not believe that Miss Barrettshot herself. I have known her long
enough, and know positively that she would
do nothing like that. Mind you, however.
If it Is proved that she committed suicide.
I say that If she did so, she was insane."

It was discovered to-day "that the Are
was not caused by the lightning. It began
in a closet, and was set by some one. This
some one may have been Miss Barrett.
To-day In that closet the burned remnants
of the cash ledger were found. "This was
the cause of the fire," said the Chief of the
Fire Department. It was not lightning.
Mr. Codman was told of this. He refused
to state whether or not the cash book was

missing. He said, however: "I have full
faith in Miss Barrett'* honesty. I have no
doubt about her on point-"
This opinion, however, Is not shared by

all. it was hinted to-day Dy others in the
office of Codman & Codman, that there was

something wrong. Another thing has
turned up. Miss Barrett was engaged to be
married, and had recently broken the engagement.Miss Barrett was engaged to
W. H. Foss, of Foss Brothers, embroidery
stampers, at Hamilton place. The engagementwas broken about three weeks ago.
Mr. Foss, when seen this morning, refused
to give the reason. He saw Miss Barrett
last in Felner's lunch room, on Water
street, last Monday, and received a letter
from her on Wednesday. He will not discloseIts contents. He thinks Miss Barrett
was murdered. He told the following story:

"I have known Miss Barrett about three
years, and during that time have seen her
as frequently as three or four times a week,
sometimes oftener. 1 have been to her
home frequently and thought a good deal of
her folks. She was a model young woman
and her character is above reproach. I cannotput that too strong.
"About one month ago we broke off our

engagement, but for what reason J refuse
to state, as It Is something personal and It
would not be of assistance in this case.

She Never Mentioned Suicide.
"One evening we met on the street and I
u--J l .,H.K Walthnm T.nat
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Monday I accidentally met her in a restaurantat the corner of "Water and Washingtonstreets, where we always lunched.
She was cheerful at the table. Last week
I received two letters from her, the last
one on Wednesday afternoon.

"In either letter she did not mention or
even Intimate that she Intended destroyingherself, and I am at a loss to understandw-hy she should. I refuse also to divulgethe contents of the letters, as they
would not be of interest otitside of myself.
"From what I know of the girl and her

disposition. I am of the same opinion as
her mother and brother, that she was
murclered. and that it was no case of
suicide.
"About the $800 mentioned in her note,

I know nothing at all. In fact she
never spoke of her finances to me; she was
not that kind of a girl. When I heard it
it was a surprise to me. I am sure I do
not need the money.
"One day I told her it was my intentionto invest a sum of money in something,but she remarked that 'investment

was a robbery.' She was not a timid girl,
but on the other hand very courageous.
She feared nothing. She told me about the
robbery at her office some time ago, and
I cautioned her about being in the office
alone, and especially going to the bank unaccompaniedby some one, but she said
She was not afraid.
"Miss Barrett and I have had more than

one of our little tilts, but we always made
up and probably would have this time. It
was my fault, as far as the last one Is concerned,as I am quick tempered and liable
to talk in haste.
"Miss Barrett never spoke of suicide to

me. She never handled a revolver but
once to my knowledge. It was her.
brother's. She fired at a target In her
yard."

He Didn't Get the Money.
"Are you the gentleman who got the

$800, or do you know of any other man
whom she could have given it to?" asked
the reporter."Well, I did not get it, and I am positivethat she kept company with no otherman."
Miss Barrett bought a revolver last week,supposedly the one found in the officewhere she was found. She had ask<ed for

a target pistol and refused a 22-calibre,saying it was too small. She bought a
BZ-caiiDre.

MADE BLACK BY TOBACCO.
Excessive Smoking Drove Schlaack Insaneand Is Now Changing the

Color of His Skin. ,

Elgin, 111., July 26..Henry Schlaack, a
patient In the Insane Asylum, driven mad
by excessive ^noklng, is turning black.
Nearly all his skin has become as dark as

a negro's and In spltfe of his insanity he
realizes his condition and has refused to
see anyo-ie. The change has gone on for
two years. . v~
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Alice A. Baltett, Who Died
BOSTON Is intensely interested in

woman. She was a stenographer
urdsy after a thunderbolt, she wj

thought the lightning had killed here. >
whether murder or suicide puzzles every

liiPicfs"
DETECTIVE STORK.

A Byrnes in a Bonnet; a

Sherlock Holmes in
Petticoats.
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To Allay Her Mother's Fearj
She Played the Detective,

Alone, at Night.
It remained for Metuchen, N. J., to pro

duce a Sherlock Holmes In petticoats, i

Byrnes in a bonnet. Miss Mary M. Boar(
told, yesterday.told modestly and afte
much persuasion.how she studied, liov
she reasoned out the seven burglaries tha
occurred In Metuchen last Tuesday nigh
and why she caused the arrest of Willian
Insleib, J. W. Dobson and Arthur Cramer
now lodged in the New Brunswick Jail ac

cus£d of those burglaries. It is well t<
state just here that this brave young worn

an determined to catch these burglars tha
the fears of her old mother might be quiet
ed; that her mother might sleep.

Too Close for Comfort.
The Journal described with particularity

how armed burglars entered the rectory o

St. Francis's Catholic Church at Metuchen
This plucky Miss Board lives with hei
mother, on Main street, right across fron
the rectory. That a house so close to hers
should be entered, that robberies in tin
village should be so bold and frequent
greatly alarmed Mrs. Board. Every one ii
Metuchen talked about the robberies. Ni
one set about catching the midnigh
thieves. But, it happens that Miss Boari
comes from South Dakota, where "action;
speak louder than words," as the legend;
in the copybooks affirm.
There are no police in Metuchen.
"Don't be alarmed, mother," said this

Vidocq In skirts; "I'll catch these burg
lars." And to the Rev. Clarence Dun
ham, rector of St. Paul's Episcopal Church
who takes his meals at Mrs. Board's house
Miss Board said the same thing, confident
ly, but not boastfully.

Working Out the Case.
First of all. Miss Board went to St. Fran

cis's rectory. She closely questionet
Father Lawrence and Fathers O'Donnel
and Cantwell, his guests, and from then
got descriptions, as accurate as possible
of the burglars, particularly of one whc
displayed a pistol.
"l Knew mat a gang 01 imeves wis ucci

at work In the towns on the Lehigh Vallej
Railroad,", said Miss Board, yesterday
"They have been committing robberies al
along the road from Port Reading to Eas
ton. Fa. Studying the details of these rob
berles, nearly all of which have been sue

cessful, I concluded that the thieves hav<
confederates in the different towns win
locate houses that are worth robbing, anc

that can be easily robbed, and who, havinj
access to these houses, furnish plans oi

them to their confederates."
Then the instinct of the detective warnef

Miss Board, and she said, laughingly:
"I must not tell you all about the case

That must be reserved for the hearing this
week.

Another Woman to Help Her.
"However," she continued, "you ma]

know this much. To learn who were th<
thieves' confederates in Metuchen, I on

listed the services of a man and a womar

whom I can trust. This woman, becaust
of the peculiar position she holds, can glv<
me valuable information. For severa

nights I went 011 duty in the streets, shad
owing muse vvuum x &uopcvcctx, uuui giauu'

ally I learned who had access to the houses
that were robbed."
It may be said that William Insleib, on<

of the prisoners at New Brunswick, is f

plumber at Metuchen. Miss Board wem
on:

"I learned enough to convince me thai
one of the men under arrest had been em

ployed in several of the houses that were
robbed. I learned also that a number oi

rsteriously in a Thundef Storm.
the tragic death of this beautiful young
for brokers on Ivilby street, that city. Satisfound dead in the office, and it was

low it is disclosed that she was shotone.
men who seemed to be tramps were loafingaround the Lehigh Valley traqk here.
Then it was to put two and two together.

Alone, She Listened.
"One night I stole over the fields to a

car on the Lehigh track that was 4he rendezvousof these tramps. I erent up to
the car, and there I listened to what these
men were saying. They were entirely unsuspicious,and I heard enough to tell me

[ who committed the robberies last Tuesday
night. I even heard them planning new

robberies.
"Adding my information to that secured

by Charles Ayres, the editor of our

village paper, and that furnished by
the woman who has been helping
me, I concluded that I had a good case.
I sent Mr. Ayres to the office of ProsecutorJohn S. Voorhees, of New Brunswick,
to give him the results of my investiga,tions. I told him where three suspects
could be found, and the arrest of William
Insleib, the plumber; J. W. Dobson an'l
Arthur Cramer, tramps, followed.
"I am still working on the case, and am

confident that there will soon be more arrests.I have had men shadowing several
suspected persons, and they report to me
regularly."

I No New Worlc for Her.

j "Now, remember," said Miss Board,
r frowning and emphasizing her words by

shaking her forefinger warningly, "I dc
not desire any notoriety for catching these

f thieves. It was not altogether new work
for me, for when I had my law office

1
at No. 293 Broadway, New York, 1
had frequent occasion to do detective
work for my clients. I also had con1siderable experience in South Dakota,
where I was licensed to practise. I have

t not been admitted to the bar in New York
State, but my cases were taken into court
by Isaac N. Miller, a lawyer who had an

office in the same building with me."
7 This extremely clever woman is taking
f great interest in Rosa Du Brouski, a young
. girl accused of stealing $15 from the Post
. Office at Weber, near AVoodbridge, N. J.,

where she was employed as assistant,
i Miss Board believes the girl to be guilt3less. She added yesterday that in South
B Dakota she was associate counsel In the

litigation over the Calamity Jane mine.
> She talked freely of mining life and exiliibited a bottle containing placer dirt from
j a South Dakota mine. She said she intendsto organize a company in Boston to
1 work a mine in South Dakota, which, she
1 things, is as promising a field as Klondyke.
3 She Is the daughter of John M. Board, an

architect and inventor, who died about
3 three years ago.

Only tlie Detectives Doubt.
Father Lawrence told Miss Board that

3 William Insleib closely resembled the
armed burglar whom he saw in his room In
the rectory. Father O'Donnell, who had
a better look at the burglar, is even surer

- than Father Lawrence that Insleib is the
renow. aii tne men in ftietuehen admit,
shamefacedly. Miss Board's plucky services.Only Detectives Oliver and Ilousell,
of New Brunswick, who arrested the three
In jail, smile and whisper, "We shall see?"
But who likes to he beaten by a woman

1 at his own jame?'
! MRS. LANG GIVES A HINT.

Says She Left the Lieutenant for the
i Same Reason That Influences

Other Sad Wives.

1 Mrs. Clarence E. Lang, daughter of Com.missary Sergeant William E. Kerkle, wIk
married the young Lieutenant on the day

. of his graduation from the West Poinl
> Military Academy, has until now refrained
> from making public anything concerning
1 the cause of the trouble between hersell
j and her husband.
' Recently it was announced that Lieuten

ant Lang had separated from her. The
1 Lieutenant said the estrangement was prin

cipally due to the unkind treatment ex
tended to his wife by the army officers al

3 Fort Warren, because she was the daugh
ter of an enlisted man. Mrs. Lang tells,
in a letter, an entirely different story,

f Here is her letter, sent to the Journal from
? Flshkill:

Ivindly say in regard to the latest pubilieity given to my domestic affairs, that
the publications which appear from time to* time are either prepared directly by Mr.

; I..ang, or are published at his instigation.
. They are designed chiefly to annoy mo and1 my father and mother.

Much that they contain is untrue, particularlythat which alleges unkind treatmentof me bv the officers and their fami3lies at Fort Warren, and that which impliesthe existing separation between us is
due to the influence of officers here.

> Mr. Lang knows too well the cause of
l our separation, ilt is not different from

that which has urged many a sad, self-retspecting wife to act in the same way.
If it be possible, I hope the publicity of

, my affairs may cease, and I write this in
the hope that it may serve in some degree
this object. To this end. also, I would be

, glad if you- would give this a conspicuous
inace. iua-kiju A. UAiNti,
Fort V/.rreu, July 22.

ARGONAUTS OF
'97JAIL AWAY.

Leave the United States
in Hnoet nf HnlH
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on the Klondyke.
400 ON THE MEXICO.

Five Women Take Passage
in the Steerage.Their
Companions Are Horses.

CASTE LINES SET ASIDE.

Lawyers Talk to Waiters and
Poets to Hostlers as the
Ship's Lines Are Cast Off.

JOURNAL PROSPECTORS ABOARD.

One of Their First Discoveries Is That,
Many of the Mexico's Passengers

are uoing 10 ine uiggings
Without Grub or Money.

Victoria, B. C., July 26.."Let us go
above where we may see the crowd. God
does not give us many scenes like this,"
says Joaquin Miller, and a little later, as

we stand on the hurricane deck of the
Mexico and face the great throng that
lines the shore, the poet is heard murmuringsome lines Walt Whitman wrote.
"Ifaces, faces, human faces," one's ear

catches distinctly as this remarkable man

gazes and gazes, his kindly eyes glistening
with feeling; then, though his lips move,
no words are heard.
"Give me faces, human faces," the voice

is audible again.
"Wait a bit," exclaims the artist, "I

must catch him so."
No wonder.
The tall figure of the poet looms commandinglyabove the passengers on the

deck.
The spectacle around us is deely touching.The docks of Seattle and the craft

afloat in the blue waters of the Soufld are
dotted with those who have come to wlt1ness the departure, and the pier from
which we are casting off could not easily
hold more than have thronged thither. The
decks of the Mexico are crowded with the
adventuresome four hundred bound for the
gold fields of the Klondyke.
There is peculiar pathos in the eagerness,

the hopefulness, the absence of tears. Few
faces aboard the steamship that are not
aglow with a distressing something that
seems to tell of soul fever lest even while
these moments of parting are winging by
chances of fortune in the land of the mid-
night sun are forfeiting. Tempering this
painful anxiety comes the soft yearning
for dear ones left behind; but not a tear
shed they. Indeed, if there are those
aboard ship or along shore in whose eyes
the mists gather visibly not any of our

party sees them.
There is a frenzy in it that fevers the

heart too much for tears, and herein is the
supreme sadness, for that it can be so arguesa world awry. As the last rope is let
slip and the Mexico swings slowly out her
dock cheer on cheer rings out In the morningair and answering shouts arise from the
voyagers; kerchiefs wave, and godspeeds
hurry the steamer forward.

Last View of Raiiier.
Slowly the vessel creeps out into the

Sound, and the cheers are borne to us
faintly, and now more faintly, and the
faces on the shore lose their individuality,
and now the crowd its shape. Yet a little
while and the thronging city fades into
the blue, and the lingering eye gives Its
best glances to Ranier alone. Majestic
Ranier, like Blanc, a monarch of mountains.
They crown'd him long ago on a throne of

rocks.
In a robe of clouds, with a diadem of snow.r"Inever saw a cleaner, more respectable
assembly of men before for the mines."

It is the poet again who Is speaking. The
voyagers are of many classes, but there Is

anoticeable absence of roughs and a notablepresence of men manifestly unused to
the life of a miner. They are a healthy looking,resolute appearing set of fellows, for
the greater part, dressed for a plain life in
the wilds, and earnest to a degree that
gives the looker-on a heartache In apprehensionthat not all among them will fare
well in the land whither they are sailing.
The barrier between classes has been bat
tered down; fellow feeling, as to the mines,

' has already made chums of men who would
hold aloof from each other under ordinary: circumstances.
There, for instance, sprawled at full

length and chatting as though friends for
many years, are a bright seeming lawyer
and a man who for long has been a hostler
In Portland. Beside the rail, there, en'grossed in exchange of informatlno, sit
an ex-Judge, of Seattle, and a drayman,
who journeyed on the train that bore our

: party from San Francisco. Here stands
Joaquin Miller, listening intently to the
opinions of a thin-faced youth, who abandonedemployment in a Tacoma restaurant

l that he might seek gold near the Arctic
Circle. And here, too, one observes a fine
disregard of physical figures for a life one
must lead in the region we are about to
enter.
There is a physician aboard the Mexico

who is as thin as Senator Ingalls and as
pale as a Summer cloud. He believes he
has consumption, and was heard to observe
that at best he could not live riore than
two years longer. He is bound for DawsonCity by way of the Chilkoot Pass and
Intends to mine.
"There won't be much need of doctors

up there," he explains, "and even if I
could make something by practice of my
profession, I could not afford to throw away

Continued on Second Page( '
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Mafie Simonie, Railroaded to Belle-
vue as Insane.

WON BY A KICKAPOO.
Miss Lizzie Anderson Elopes with AmericanHorse, Who Tempted Her

with Golden Promises.

American horse, a full-blooded Klckapoo
Indian, has been selling his "magic medicine"to the Ingenuous but unhealthy Inhabitantsof Bucks County, Pennsylvania,
for the last three weeks. A few days ago <

American Horse pitched his wigwam at '

Tullytown, added a few streaks of ver-

mlllon to his war paint, plumed the feathers
of his bonnet and gathered In the wampum 1

of the palefaces with both hands.
At Tullytown lives William Anderson, a

farmer with a bank account, and therefore
without romance. Farmer Anderson has a

pretty daughter, Lizzie, who Is easily affectedby the picturesque. Miss Lizzie visitedAmerican Horse's camping ground, saw
hi 111 in all the glory of the gasoline lamps
that illumined him and promptly fell in
love with him. Her affection completely
possessed her as she listened to American
Horse extol the virtues of his "Magic Medicine,"that is guaranteed to cure everythingfrom warts to locomtor ataxia, but
that utterly failed to cure Miss Lizzie's
love sickness. Her father, observing her
infatuation, warned her thus:
"Kickapoo Indian, eh? If you go to that

Feddling quack's tent aguin I'll kick a poo'
ndian out o' Bucks. You hear me, Lizzie!"
American Horse does not wear blinkers.

He saw that Miss Lizzie favored him, and
at once changed his war paint for a pale
yellow, the love color of the Kickapoos.
Here was the opportunity to gain what he
lacked.a squaw, incidentally a pretty
squaw-rto fill the bottles with "Magic
iueaicili-e, to cuuiiun ins numuuc, lu tuup
wood, to nestle in his bosom, to draw
water and cook.in a word, to be his wife,
with all that implies to a Klckapoo.
Last Friday, unlucky day, Miss Lizzie

disobeyed her good, old. father and once
more drank in American Horse's words as
he told of the results of drinking his medicine.After the Indian had sold a dozen
bottles he put out the lamps and his au-
dience and, leading the foolish girl into the
shadow of his tent urged her to fly with
him. He described, in glowing, guttural
words the happiness and wealth awaiting
those who can make magic medicine for
ten cents a barrel and sell it for 25 cents
per small bottle. Miss Lizzie struggled
against this golden temptation, but yielded.
They mounted ponies and, that very night,
galloped to Morrisville. Soon they crossed
the Delaware River, to Trenton, to New
Jersey, where a Kickapoo Indian feels
much at home.
Farmer Anderson searched for his daughterall over Bucks County.
'"^hey will try to hide themselves In a

great city," said the farmer, at last. So
he wired to the police of Trenton to look
out for a tall Indian in a pale yellow coat
of paint and a pretty girl in a red dress.
With almost human intelligence, Sergeant
Ditmar, of the Trenton police, identified
American Horse and Miss Lizzie at the
Union street railroad station yesterday.
American Hprse saw the sergeant's uniform,saw the sergeant approaching him,

sprinted around the corner and was lost
to view. Sergeant Ditmar took the weepingLizzie to the Second Precinct Station
House, and when her father came there,
she was handed over to him. More in
sorrow than in linger, he took the wilful
girl liack to Buck's County.
As soon as they were gone, the lion in

American Horse's breast was aroused.
He went to the police:
"Give to me the daughter of the aged

jay," said he, speaking in the flowery lan-
guage of the Kickapoos. I, American
Horse, will deal with the ancient Rube.
His scalp shall dry in the smoke of my
camp fires, and for four moons he shall
take his breakfast off the mantelpiece."
"The girl's gone back to Pennsylvania

with her father," grinned t\ie police. "Go
and get her. There'll be a good Indian in
Bucks if you do."
But last night, Lizzie, red-eyed, sobbed

herself to sleep at Tullytown. While the
redskin, at Trenton, did a fine business
in "Magic Medicine," which, alas, does not
cure heartache.

NICKED HER INTO
H MADHOUSE.

Vlarie SimondsHeld in Bellevue'sInsane Ward and
Redress Refused,

DANFORTH INTERESTED.

Shairman of the Democratic
State Committee Seeks in

Vain to Befriend Her.

It would seem from certain developments
brought forth yesterday that the distin?uishedalienists employed by the city ot
New York to care for the unfortunates
committed to the insane pavilion of BellerueHospital are allowed ten days by law
In which to determine whether or not the
persons committed be sane or Insane. And
It would also seem that the law gives the
power to each one of these distinguished
alienists to declare whether the patients
shall be examined on the day of commitmentor at any time within ten days of the
commitment.
This remarkable state of affairs was discoveredyesterday when Colonel Elliot Danforth,chairman of the State Democratic

Committee, received a letter from SuperintendentMurphy, of Bellevue Hospital,
in which it was stated that there was confinedwithin the insane pavilion a yoitng
woman giving the stage name of Marie
Simonle. The letter further assured ColonelDanforth that this same young woman
had told the elerk, whose duty it was tc
book age, occupation and pedigree, that
her nearest relative was Elliot Danforth.
Now Colonel Danforth, far from being a

relative of the young woman named in the
superintendent's letter, is yet tolerably familiarwith her history, and he is confident
that she was entirely sane a week ago. She
Is twenty-two years of age, and exceptionallypretty. She called at Mr. Danforth's
office on June 28 last. She had a letter
from one of his closest friends, Dr. John
McKInnon, who is distinguished in the
West as a surgeon and specialist in mental
diseases. The letter, which recommended
the young woman in the highest terms,
dated that she was the daughter of John
Slmonds, of Cedar Rapids, Neb. Possessing
a soprano voice of great promise, her objectin coming to New York was to obtain
an opening in opera. Colonel Danforth
was asked to aid her in that direction.
The records of Bellevue Hospital show

that on the evening of Saturday, July 24,
at 10:30 o'clock, a woman giving her name
as Gertrude Reynolds, her address as the
Eseot Hotel, Coney Island, and her occupationas an actress, and a young man who
gave his name as James Van Degge, his
address as No. 247 West Twenty-fourth
street, and his occupation as an actor,
brought to the hospital a handsomely
dressed woman, whose beauty and refinementwere such as to cause comment among
the hospital attaches.
Colonel Charles E. Van Zandt. as repre

sentative of Colonel Danforth, of whom he
is a law partner, had a long conversation
with the young prisoner. This is the story
she told him:
"I took a cheap furnished room with n

Mrs. Voss. at No. 247 AVest Twenty-fourth
street. Friday noon I was seized with
pains in my head, which I attributed tc
lack of sleep and the hot weather, and 1
nninnlninerl tn Mrs Voss. Previous to this
Mr. Van Degge had been assiduous in attentionswhich were distasteful to me.
"The next night, Saturday, a young

woman, who told me that she was GertrudeBishop and that her husband was a
musician, called upon me and said that
In her opinion I was so ill that I ought tc
go to a hospital. I told her that I did not
desire to do so, whereupon she suggested
that the next best thing to do was to take
a walk. I agreed to this as I felt feverish
and in need of fresh air. She came to my
room a little later and signifying tliftt she
was ready for the walk, went with me
down the stairs to the street, where e
were joined by the young man whonf I
recognized as Van Degge.
"For a time the fresh night air seemed tc

revive me, but as they walked me on and
on I found myself growing weak, until
flnallv. when we Daused before a zreat iron
gateway, I was so nearly exhausted 1
scarcely could stand. They led me through
the gateway, and when I feebly remonstratedthat they were taking me Into a
hospital Van Degge said: "Oh, .;.,
you're better off here."

"I remember that in some kind of an of
flee a young man who Miss Bishop said
was not a doctor, but was an intimate
friend of hers, looked at me, and the next
I knew Miss Bishop and Mr. Van Degge
had disappeared, and I, after being led
across a lawn, found myself in a corridoi
filled with bibbering and shrieking persons
I tried to have messages sent to various
friends, but the hospital authorities would
not permit it. All that night, all Sunday
and Sunday night I spent in that torture
chamber."
Colonel Van Zandt, who was accompanied

by another representative of Colonel Dan
forth, asked Superintendent Murphy 11
Miss Simonds could not be examined al
once as to her mental condition.
"Why, certainly," responded the super

intendent, and he dispatched a messengei
for Dr. Allen Fitch, of No. 152 West Thir
ty-fourth street, who is one of the alienists
employed by the city for duty at the hos
pital.

*

In the course of time Dr. Fitch ar
rived and was introduced to Colonel var
Zandt and Mr. Lang. "Doc-tor." sale
Colonel Aran Zandt, "we are interested ir
this young woman. We come from Colone
Danforth, to whom she was highly Intro
duced. It is Colonel Danforth's desire ant
ours to have her examined speedily. Il
she is sane, as we believe her to be. wt
wish that fact demonstrated at once. 11
she is insane, we desire to give her sucl
care and comfort as her position in lift
entitles her to."
Dr. Fitch scowled darkly. "I'll determlm

her mental condition in due season," h<
said, "aud I'll do it to-morrow or ten dayi
jfrom now, as the law allows me to do."-

MOSQUITOES A
NATIONAL PEST.

Never So, <

Bed as H
Now.

A PLAGUE. ffjBi
Slap! Spat! ill f ^
Everywhere S ] I | '

You Go. |i 111 1:/
COSTS MUCH j||// I I |
Summer Resorts!

at Great i
Loss. Mosquito's Head.

WET WEATHER THE CAUSE.

At Ccney Island, Rockaway, in Brooklyn,All Over Jersey the Same
Story of the Plague

-Is Told.

* flow to Cure Mosquito Bites, t
| jyi OSQUITO bites cause swelling t
* * i and pain because, in inserting I
T its sharp, tubular lances, the insect
I exudes a small quantity of acid J
4 poison. I

4 This exudation is probably designed «
t to *»vften the substance to be pierced, *

I or to lubricate the labiae of the pro- T
« boscis. I

Ibe poison Is acid, hence its

J antidote Is an alkali. Prompt *

(application of aqua ammonia
*

or spirits of liartsliorn to the *

bitten spot will afford almost J
Instant relief from pain, and «
effect almost Immediate rednc- *

tlon of the naelllng.
In lesser degree bicarbonate of soda f

f and spirits of campnor will prove ef- «

i ficaclous. A combination of kerosene, j
crude or refined, and sassafras oil

* used es an unguent, will reduce the T

4 Inflammation and swelling if the bite
*

is of too long standing to be affected

by the alkaline applications,
u Rubbing the skin with oil of penny- ^

royal, oil of cedar, oil of sassafras, i
oil of pine-iieedles.with any of the

" fragrant essential oils will keep the J
mosquitoes from biting. 1

DR. LEIE CONSTABLE, *
No. 145 West Forty-third street t

j (In an interview.) ^

The alternating rain>7 and extremely
warm weather has produced a crop of mosquitoesthe like of whic.b has not been

known in years. The plag'ue extends all
over the country.
The recent achievements of the mosquito

In stinging a baby to death ai'd robbing a

member of the Governor's Isla nd garrison
of most of his blood have rarel.V been duplicatedin this country. Such incidents
serve to illustrate the remarkable dynamic
qualities of the chainless breed of : '887Hereare some very Interesting facts
about the mosquito:

suit-imiiuiiiij tuuKiaertru.

Like all of the culex family, It is a Ci

ture of many metamorphoses. The foma
invariably lays her eggs upon the eurfuc
of shallow water. The eggs are cnveret.

with a glutinous substance, which dries
quickly, causing them to stick together.
The female lays from 200 to 250 eggs at

a time, and with her many-pointed hind
legs she shapes them into boat form as

they settle upon the water. This little boat
or raft of eggs, with elevated prow and

, stern, is stanch. Wind nor waves cannot

damage it. Even freezing weather will not

Impair the vitality of the eggs. Pish, birds
and other insects, however, destroy over C
per cent of the eggs dTMng the process <

incubation. /

In the egg form the embryo mosqultoea
remain from five to eight days. Then thaj
develop Into larvae or "wrigglers," bigheaded,snake-like little creatures, which
swarm in tepid r>' water - and breathe
.rough a tubular openlng^near their tails.

^For ten or fifteen days the mosquitoes reiftainas larvae. Then they turn into pupae.
larger, fatter, pulpy-looking objects, flic
breathe fhrough two holes in their head;
and are capable or great activity of motio
by reason of a fin-shaped propeller. The
pupae stage lasts from five to ten days, ac- v

cording to the weather.
The Last Cl^angre of F*irm.

Then comes the Anal metamorpl\y>is. The
pupa splits down the back and forms a

little boat, in which the Infant mosquito
arises, head and shoulders first. After he

i has disengaged his wet and sticky wings
he spreads them out to dry, balancing bim|
self in his boat. When the delicate, beaultifully-veined wings are dry, the infant
mosquito cooly kicks his boat aside and
flies away.

1 About 50 per cent of the insects which
reach the pupae stage are drowned in try;ing to relieve' themselves from their skin
boats. If they were not Jersey wouldn't
be habitable.

r Only the female mosquito is a plague to

humanity. Only the female is equipped
with seven sharp lances and a suction
pump for blood. The male mosquito is a

[ quiet nature-loving creature, who seeks his
food and pleasure among the honey-bearing

1 flowers. The male couldn't bite if he

j wanted to, and wouldn't if he could. He
f doesn't live long, either, after perpetuating
* his species, while the female will rej
'

her feat of carrying 250 eggs as often
, circumstances and weather will permit.

The buzzing sound which gives notice oj

the approach of the female mosquito is
j due to the rapid vibration of the wings end

r the contraction and expansion hundred


